The Tragedie 

And thus my battell (ball be ordered* „ 

My foreward (bail be drawnc in length. 

Confiding equally of horfe and foote , 

Our Archers (hail be placed in the midft, 

/ohn Du^c of NcriToike, Thomas Eat lc of Surrey, 

Shall haue the leading cf the foote and horfc, 

They thus direded, we will follow 

In the rnainc batteJI,whcfe puiflance on either fide 

Shall be well winged with ourchiefefi horfe: 

This^and Saint George to bootc, what thinkeft thou Nor. 

Nor. A good diredion warlike foucraigne, Htfheweth 
This found 1 on my tent this morning. km a pap ( r. 

Jockey of Not ffoike be net jo bold) 

For Dickon thy matfter is bought and fold. 

King. A thing deuifed by the cnemie, 

Goe Gentcicmcn cucry man vnto his charge, 

Let not our babling dreames affright our failles, 
Conference is a word that cowards vfe, 

Deuifdcas fir(Vto£crepe the flrongin awe, 

Our ff rong armes be our confciencc,fwords our Iawc 
March on, ioyne brauely,kt vstfooit pellmcll,. 

I foot to hcauen,thcn hand in hand to hell. His Oration to 

What fiiall I fay more then! haue inftrdj his Armie. 
Remember whom you are to cope wichall, 

A fort of vagabonds , rafeols and runawaks, 

-^feum of Brittains, and bafe lackey pefants. 

Whom theirorccloyed country vomits forth 
To defperareaduentures & affur’d dcflrudion. 

You fleeping fafe,ti)ey bring you to vnrcfh 
You hauing lands, &,blcft with beauteous wiues, 

They would refirainc the one,diftaine fhe other, 

And who doth lead them butapaltrey fellow? 

Long kept in Rcittainc at our mothers coft, 

A roilkefopt , one that neuer in his life 
Felt fo much cold as ouer Ihoocs in fnow : 

Lets whip thefe ftraglcrs ore the feas againe, _ 

La (h hence thdeoucnvcening rags of France, 

Thc ( efamilht beggers weary of their liues, 

Who but for dreaming on this fond exployt. 

For want of meanspoorc rats had hangd thcmfclucs 


oFRichard the third, 

jfvve be conquered, let men conquere vs, ■* ! 

And not thefe bafhrd Brittaines whom our fathers 
Haue in their owne land beatcn,bobd andthumpt, \ 

And on record left them the heires of lhame. 

Shall thefe enioy our lands, lye with our wiues? 

RiUifli our daughters, harke I hearc their drum, 

Right Gentlemen of England,fightboldlyycotncn, 

Draw Archers draw, your arrows to t he head, 

Spuryour proud horfes hard, and ride in bloud, 

Amaze the welkin with your broken (hues, 

IV hat faies Lord Stanley, will he bring his power ? 

Mef My Lord, he doth denie tocomc. 

King. Off with his fonne Georges head. 

Nor. My Lord, the enemic is part the marfb, 

After the battaile,let George Scanley die. 

King. A thoufand hearts arc great within my bofome, 

Aduance our ftandards,fet vpon our foes, 

Our auncient word of courage faire Saint George 
Infpire vs with the fpleene of fierie Dragons, 

Vpon them, vidoric fits on cur hclpes. 

Ahirum.excurfwns , Enter Catesbte. 

Cot. Refcew my Lord of Norfolke,refcew,refccw 
The K ng enads more wonders then a man, 

Daring ao eppofite tocuery danger. 

His horfc is fiainc,and all on foote he fights, 

Seekingf'or Richmond in thethroat of death, 

Refcew faire Lord, or elfe the day is left. Enter Richard. 

Kin. A horfe, a horfe, my kingdomeforahorfe. 

Cat. Withdraw my Lord, fie hclpcyou to a horfe. 

Kin. Slauc I haue fet my life vpon a caft 
Andl will ftand the hazard ofthe dye, 

Ithinke there be fixe Richmonds in the field, 

Fiuc haue I fl line to day, in (lead of him. 

A horfe, a horfe, my kingdomc for a horfe. 

dlaratn, Enter Richard and Richmond, r hey fight. Richard is flair* , 

'ben retrait betngfounded. Enter Richmond, DarlA btanno the 
croiH;ne y v?ith other Lords. ^ 

Rt. God and yourarmes be praifed vidorious friends, 

•he day is ours, the bloudicdog is dead. 
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